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With broader breath and lustier length of light
The heartier hours that clothe for even and dawn
Our bosom-belted billowy-blossoming hills
Whose hearts break out in laughter like the sea
For miles of heaving heather,   Ye should mock
My banished praise of Scotland ; and in faith
I praised it but to prick you on to praise
Of your own goodly land j though field and wood
Be parked and parcelled to the sky's edge out,
And this green Stafford moorland smooth and strait
That we but now rode over, and by ours
Look pale for lack of large live mountain bloom
Wind-buffeted with morning, it should be
Worth praise of men whose lineal honour lives
In keeping here of history: but meseems
I have heard, Sir Amyas, of your liberal west
As of a land more affluent-souled than this
And fruitful-hearted as the south-wind; here
I find a fair-faced change of temperate clirne
From that bald hill-brow in a broad bare plain
Where winter laid us both his prisoners late
Fast by the feet at Tutbury; but men say
Your birthright in this land is fallen more fair
In goodlier ground of heritage : perchance,
Gmef to be now barred thence by mean of me,
Who less than you can help it or myself,
Makes you ride sad and sullea

Paulet.                                    Madam, no;

I pray you lay not to my wilful charge
The blame or burden of discourtesy